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)ld woman, laughing. Then we said, " Oh, do tell us Jtte story of Minsk."—"No," she replied, "I prom-seel at the feet of Pope Gregory XVI. that I would lever tell that story again: the story is written lown, you can read it, but I cannot break my prom-se." — "How dreadfully you must have suffered at Minsk," we said. " Yes," she answered, and, going Backwards, she pulled up her petticoats and showed is her legs, which were enormously fat, yet, a short listance above the ankles, were quite eaten away, so iiat you could see the bones. " This," she said, "was caused by the chains I wore at Minsk." The Madre Makrina, when we took leave, said, " I am filled with wonder as to how you got admittance. I have never seen any one before since I came here, and I do not suppose I shall ever see any one again, so I will give you a little memorial of your visit! " and she gave me a tiny crucifix and medal off her chain. I have it still.
When the Emperor Nicholas came to Rome, he went to pay his respects to the Pope, who received him very coldly. "You are a great king," said Pius IX. " You are one of the mightiest monarchs in the world, and I am a feeble old man, the servant of servants; but I cite you to meet me again, to meet me before the throne of the Judge of the world, and to answer there for your treatment of the nuns at Minsk."
But of the gathering up of reminiscences of Roman life there is no end, and after all, my normal life was a quiet one with my mother, driving with her, sketching with her, sitting with her in the studio of the

